The Tragedy (/Hamlet 
Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be -i 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this aft, 

T ain’t not thy minde.nor let thy foule contn'ue 
Againft thy mother ought, leauc herto heauen. 

And to thofe thornes that in herbofomc lodge 
To pricke and ftmg her.-fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the matine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 
Adiew,adiew,adiew,rcmember me. 

H am. O all you holt of heauenlO carthlwhat elfc, 
Andfhalll coupplehell,0 fic!hold,my heart. 

And you my finnovves;grow notinftantoid. 

But beare me fwiftly vp, 'remember thee, 

1 thou poote Ghoft whiles memory holds a fette 
In thisdiftrafted globe, remember thee, 

Yea,from the table of my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiallfond records. 

All faweofbookes,allforme$,all preflurespaft 
Thatyouthand obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmix' with bafer matter,yes by heauen. 

O molt prenicious woman. 

Ovillaine,villaine, finding damned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it downe 

That one may fmilc and fmile.and be a villaine. 

At l<-aft I am fare it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle.there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adevv,reracmber me. 

Ihauefworn’t. 


Enter Heratio.and tMarcedw. 
H or*. My Lord,my Lord. 
tMar. Lord hamlet* 

Hora. Heauens lccuiehim, 

Ham, So be it. 

Mar, I!Io,bo,ho,my Lord, 

Ham. Hillo,ho,ho,boy come, and come. 


Trinee of Denmarke, 

Mar. How f ft my noble Lord ? 

H ora. 0,wonderfull! 

1 \ tr . Good my Lord tell it. 

H am. No,you will reueale It. 

H ora Not I my Lord by heauen.' 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

IW. How fay you then,would hart of manoncc tbinkeit. 
But you’le be ferret, 
by heauen. 

Ham. There’s ncuer a villaine, 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Utra. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the graiiO 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that we fhake hands and parr/ 

You.asyour bufinefle and defire fhall point you, 

Foreuery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is,and for my ownc poore part 
I will goe pray. 

Hor*. Thcfe are but wilde and whurling words my Lor -> 
YesT h h am ^° rr ^ °^ en< ^ y°u heartily. 

There s no offence my Lord. 

fWYesby Saint Vatrtckbut there ts H orath. 

And much offence to, touching this vifion htere, 

It is an boneft Ghoft,that let me tell you, 
ror your defire to know what is betweene vs, 

re-maifter t as you may, and now good friends, 

syou arc friends,fchollers,and fouldiers, 

Jiue me onepoore requeft. 

{W What i’ll my Lord, we will. 

H-iw. Nay but fwear’e. 

In faith my Lord not I. 

Nor 1 my Lord in faith. 


